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A LITTLE GIRL'S SONGS 

FOR YOU, MOTHER 

I have a dream for you, Mother, 

Like a soft thick fringe to hide your eyes. 

I have a surprise for you, Mother, 

Shaped like a strange butterfly. 

I have found a way of thinking 

To make you happy; 

I have made a song and a poem 

All twisted into one. 

If I sing, you listen ; 

If I think, you know. 

I have a secret from everybody in the world full of people, 

But I cannot always remember how it goes: 

It is a song 

For you, Mother, 

With a curl of cloud w d a feather of blue 

And a mist 

Blowing along the sky. 

If I sing it some day, under my voice, 

Will it make you happy? 

MORNING 

There is a brook I must hear 

Before I go to sleep. 

There is a birch tree I must visit 

Every night of clearness. 

I have to do some dreaming, 

I have to listen a great deal 

Before light comes back 

By a silver arrow of cloud, 

And I rub my eyes and say, 

// must be morning on this hill! 

ROSE-PETAL 

Petal with rosy cheeks, 

Petal with thoughts of your own, 

Petal of my crimson-white flower out of June, 

Little petal of my heart! 
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THE DEW-LIGHT 

The Dew-man comes over the mountains wide, 

Over the deserts of sand, 

With his bag of clear drops 

And his brush of feathers. 

He scatters brightness. 

The white bunnies beg him for dew. 

He sprinkles their fur 

They shake themselves. 
All the time he is singing, 

The unknown world it beautiful! 

He polishes flowers, 

Humming, "Oh, beautiful!" 

He sings in the soft light 

That grows out of the dew ; 

Out of the misty dew-light that leans over him 

He makes his song, 

// it beautiful, the unknown world! 

POPLARS 

The poplars bow forward and back, 

They are like a fan waving very softly. 

They tremble, 

For they love the wind in their feathery branches. 

They love to look down at the shallows, 

At the mermaids 

On the sandy shore. 
They love to look into morning's face 

Cool in the water. 

NARCISSUS 

Narcissus, I like to watch you grow 

When snow is shining 

Beyond the crystal glass. 

A coat of snow covers the hills far, 

The sun is setting; 

And you stretch out flowers of palest white 

In the pink of the sun. 
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YELLOW SUMMER-THROAT 

Yellow summer-throat sat singing 
In a bending spray of willow tree. 
Thin fine green-y lines on his throat, 
The ruffled outside of his throat, 
Trembled when he sang. 
He kept saying the same thing — 
The willow did not mind. 

I knew what he said, I knew! — 

But how can I tell you? 
I have to watch the willow bend in the wind. 

NIGHT GOES RUSHING BV 

Night goes hurrying over 

Like sweeping clouds. 

The birds are nested, their song is silent; 

The wind says 00-00-00 through the trees 

For their lullaby. 

The moon shines down on the sleeping birds. 

My cottage-roof is like a sheet of silk 
Spun like a cobweb. 

My apple-trees are bare as the oaks in the forest- 
When the moon shines 
I see no leaves. 

I am alone and very quiet, 
Hoping the moon may say something 
Before long. 

SEAGARDE 

I will return to you, 

O stillest and dearest, 

To see the pearl of light 

That flashes in your golden hair; 

To hear you sing your songs of starlight 

And tell your stories of the wonderful land 

Of stars and fleecy sky; 

To say to you that Seagarde will soon be here, 

Seagarde the fairy 

With her seagulls of hope! 
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EASTER 



On Easter morn 

Up the faint cloudy sky 

I hear the Easter bell, 

Ding dong — ding dong! 
Easter morning scatters lilies 
On every doorstep, 
Easter morning says a glad thing 
Over and over. 

Poor people, beggars, old women 
Are hearing the Easter bell — 

Ding dong — ding dong! 

SNOW-FLAKE SONG 

Snowflakes come in fleets 

Like ships over the sea. 

The moon shines down on the crusty snow; 

The stars make the sky sparkle like gold-fish in a glassy bowl. 

Bluebirds are gone now, 

But they left their song behind them. 

The moon seems to say, 

// is time for summer ivhen the birds come back 

To pick up their lonesome songs. 



See the fur coats go by! 

The morning is like the inside of a snow-apple. 

I will curl myself cushion-shape 

On the window-seat; 

I will read poems by snow-light. 

If I cannot understand them so, 

I will turn them upside down 

And read them by the red candles 

Of garden brambles. 

THOUGHTS 

My thoughts keep going far away 

Into another country under a different sky. 

My thoughts are sea-foam and sand ; they are apple-petals fluttering. 
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SNOW-STORM 

Snowflakes are dancing — 

They run down out of heaven, 

Coming home from somewhere down the long tired road. 

They flake us sometimes 

The way they do the grass, 

And the stretch of the world. 

BUTTERFLY 

As I walked through my garden 

I saw a butterfly light on a flower. 

His wings were pink and purple. 

He spoke a small word; it was Follow! 

"I cannot follow" 

I told him, 

"I have to go the opposite way." 

GEOGRAPHY 

I can tell balsam trees 

By their grayish bluish silverish look of smoke; 

Pine trees fringe out; 

Hemlocks look like Christmas; 

The spruce tree is feathered and rough 

Like the legs of the red chickens in our poultry yard. 

I can study my geography from chickens 

Named for Plymouth Rock and Rhode Island, 

And from trees out of Canada. 

No— I shall leave the chickens out; 

I shall make a new geography of my own: 

I shall have a hillside of spruce and hemlock 

Like a separate country, 

And I shall mark a walk of spires on my map, 

A secret road of balsam trees 

With blue buds — 

Trees that smell like a wind out of fairy-land 

Where little people live 

Who need no geography 

But trees. 

Hilda Conkling (eight years old) 
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